The poetry produced during the war by Irish, Welsh, and Scots writers was, then, subject to a slightly different set of tensions than those that operated on English writers. All United Kingdom writers, whether soldiers or civilians, were subject to similar kinds of threat, whether that was to their own existences or those of their friends and families, and almost all shared a sense that this was -at least in its early stages -a just war which required a united national response, fought by a unified army with which they largely identified. But those from the state's smaller nations were subject to the countervailing anxieties common to minority partners in any enterprise, in particular the concern that their distinctive national identity and rights to self determination might be stifled rather than enabled by the vast machinery of a war effort driven from the English metropolitan centre. They might, in other words, share some concerns that in spite of their commitment and service this war was not their war, that there may, after all, be no place for them under the 'English heaven' evoked by Rupert Brooke's 'The Soldier'.
While this is far from being an exclusive trait of the literature of the archipelagic nations, it perhaps hints at that literature's predisposition to exploring states of duality and its interest in shifting perspective and destabilising convention. This heterodox instinct can be used, too, to challenge assumptions closer to home, such as the easy nostalgia for an idealised Celtic homeland. In 'A Lament' MacGill's speaker's self-indulgence is curbed by a common-sense reminder from his NCO: Ledwidge's disabling in-betweenness or double-mindedness, which renders him, as Heaney puts it, 'our dead enigma' in whom 'all the strains / Criss-cross in useless equilibrium'. 24 Ledwidge in his poetry, though, remained typical of the great majority of his fellow writers from the British archipelago in suppressing that double-mindedness, and choosing to march with his English comrades. As Heaney suggests, though, this was to march to the beat of a 'sure confusing drum'
and to risk becoming, like many archipelagic war writers, a stranger to one's own country.
